
The Hiftary of: HciiniHoU,’ 

Ffhee. ComchhhcT, Trancif. ^ I 

My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thoa to fcrve,Fr<*w« ? 
Fr<?w«.Forfooth five yecres,and as much as to — . 
Boyna^Vrancie. 

Yranie. Anonjanon^r. 

Prince. Five yeares ; berlady a long leafe' for the chiricking t 
ofpewter; ButFrij^wjjdareftthoubefovalliant, as to play ' 
the coward with thy Indenture, and Ihew it a fiirepaire of ' 
neeles,and runne from it ? '■ 

Francis, O Lord fir , i’lc be fwornc upon all the Bookes in 
England^ I could find in iny heart. 

Poynes. Francis. Francii. Anonfy; 

Pf'Mfc.Uowoldanthoa, Francis? 

Francis. Let nte fec,:about <JMkhaelmus next I fmll be — 

P oynes Francis. ?- 

Francis, Aaon fir, pray you ftay a little, my Lord. \ 

Princely , but harkc you Francis^ for the Sugar thou ga- ! 
veft mc,’twasbuta pennyworth, waft not „ 

Francis. o Lord,I would it had beene t wo. | 

^rmce. I will give thee for it a thoufand bound, askemc | 
when thou wilt, and thou {halt have it. ® 

Paynes Francis, Francis. Kno^yawxi. 

T^rince. Anon Francis ? No Francis.,httt to morrow Francit 
or Francis fixi Tliurleday,;or indeed Francis, vihcn thou wilt : 
But Francis. 

Francis. Mf Lord. 

Wilt thou rob this Leathcme Jtfrkin,ehriftallhub 
tou,Not-pated, Agat-ring, pukc-ftocking, addice-gartcr, 
Smooth-tongue, Spamfh-pouch ? 

Francis.F) Lord fir, who doeyou mcane ? ‘ 
prince Why then your Brownc-baftard is your onely 
drmke ; tor-looke you ; your white canvaftc Ooubld 

Wimulley.In EarbaryFxx^ it cannot come to fo much. 
Frrfw^^What fir j . Paynes. Francis, 
Erhce, Away you rogue,doft thou not nearc them call ? 
^Hceye they both call him^ the Tf rawer fiands anta^cedy 

kj^whgwhkh'w^yto goe^ Enter 
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Henry the Fourth. 

?^ 7 /?>.What, ftandft thou ftill, and heareftfoch a calling ? 
looketo the Ghefts within.My Lord,old fir John with halfc a 
dozen more, are atthe dore,fhall I let them in ? 

• Pri.Ftt them alone a whilc,and then open the doxcxPojnes 

Ps>y»«/.Anon,ianon fir. Enter Paynes. 

‘Pr/. Sirra, Faliiafe and the reft oftheTheeves, are at the 
doore, lhall we be merry ? 

Toy. As merry as Crickets, my Lad : but harke yce,what 
cunning match have you made with this ; eft of the Drawer?^ 
comc,wliat’s the iflue ? 

Pn I am now of all humors, that have fhewed themfelvcs 
humors ,fincc the old daies of good man zAdam^ to the pupil 1 
age of this prefent Tweluca clockc at midnight. What’s a 
clocke-, Francis ? 

Francis, ^mn, anon CiT. 

Prin.Fhat ever this fellow fliould have fewer words then 
aParrar,and yet thefon of a woman.Hisindufiry is up ftaires 
and downeftaircs,his eloquence the parccll of a reckoning. I 
am not yet of Perceys minde,the Hetjpnf of the Narth^iQ that 
!::’s me fome d.or 7. dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, wafties his 
hands, and fayes to his wife. Fie upon this quiet life , I Want 
work .0 my fweet Harry fayes ftic ! how many haft thbu kild 
to dayPGivemy Rban horfe a drench(fiyes he)and anfwcrs 
fome fourteene,an hour afterta trifle, a trifle. I prethee call in 
Fa/pfe,i'lc play Tercy, and that damn’d Brarane foall play 
Dame ii/artmerhis \vifc.Pha,raies thc drunkard-.call in ribs 
callinTalfow; ' 

Sfiter FMflajfei 

p 5 j'»«,W‘elcome whSrehaft thou been ? 

Falf. A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance too; •, . 
maty and Anaen : give mea aip offacke.Bby.E’re I lead this 
hfelong,! lefownetherflockw^ 

00. A plague o, allcowards;Give me a cup of fackemof^uc is 
there i^ertue extant.? ^ * MOKc,rot,uc,is 

feerif^«kiflea difo ofbutter • 
p tifoU hearty that melted at the fweet tale ofthe 
^Sun ? if thou dulft, then behold that compound. 
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